
The Tragedy o/Himlet 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cocke. 

Some fay that ever ’gainft that teafcrn comes, 

W herein our Saviours birth is celebrated, 

Thisbird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dares ftirre abroad, 
Thenights are wholfome ; then no Planets ftrike. 

No Fairy takes, no wirch hath power to charme ; 

So hallowed and lb gracious is that time. 

Her- So have I heard, and doe in part beleeve it : 
But looke,the morne in ruflet mantle clad 
Walkes ore the dew of yon high Eaftward hill : 
Breake we our watch up , and by my advice 
Let us impart what we have leene to night 
Unto young Hamlet ; for upon my life 
Tin’s lpirit dumbe to us will Ipeake to him. 

Doe you confent we (hall acquaint him with it. 

As needfull in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar. Let’s doo’t I pray $ and I this morning know 
Where we fliall finde him moft convenient. 


Exeunt. 


Flourish. Enter Claudius King of Denmark ? , Gertrad the 
Queene, Conn cell, as P olenites, and his fonne Laer- 
tes, Hamlet , cum aliis . 

Claud. Though yet di Hamlet our deere brothers death 
The memory be greene, and that it us befitted 
T o beare our hearts in griefe, and our whole Kingdome 
To be contracted in one brow ofwoe : 

Yet fo farre hath dilcretion fought with nature. 

That we with wileft lorrow thinke on him, 

Togetherwith remembrance of our felves : 

Therefore onr fometime Sifter, now our Queene, 

Th’ fmperiall jointreffe to this warlike State, 

Have we as ’twere with a defeated joy. 

With an aufpicious and a dropping eye. 

With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in marriage, 

Jnequall fcale weighing delight and dole, 

Taken to wife, nor have we herein barr’d 


amt 


Your 


Prince of Dcnmarke. 

Your better wifdomes, which have freely gone 
With this affaire along (for all our thankes) 

Now followes, that you know young Fortittbraffe, 
Holding a weake luppofall of our worth. 

Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 
Our ftate to be dif- joint, and out offrame, 
Colkagued with thisdreame of his advantage. 

He hath not faild to pefter us with meffage. 
Importing the lurrender of thofe lands 
Loft by his father, with all bands of Law, 

To our moft valiant brother. So much for him. 

Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting. 

Thus much the bufineffe is. We have here writ 
To Norway, Uncle of young Fortinbrajfe , 

Who impotent and bedrid , Icarcely heares 
OfthishisNephewespurpofe, to fuppreffe 
His further gate herein, in that the levies. 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubjeft s : and we here difpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you Voltemand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giving to you no further perfonall power 
To bufineffe with the King, more than the fcope 
Of thefe delated Articles allow. 

Farewell, and let your haftecommend your duty. 
Cor. Hi ?.Inthat,&all things will we foewour duty. 
King. We doubt it nothing : heartily farewell. 
And now Laertes, what’s the newes with you ? 

You told us of lbme fuit, what is’t Laertes ? 

You cannot fpeake of reafon to the Dane, 

And lofe your voice : what wouldft thoubegZ-**r/<?j> 
I hat (hall not be my offer, not thy asking, 
ne head is not more native to the heart, 
jP e han Y 11 0re infirumen wU to the mouth, 

vS 

My dread Lord, 

0Ur eave and favour to returne to France, 
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